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The G.B.T.H. Project Jami Mills takes a tour of one of SL’s 
most exciting new art galleries and interviews one of the co-owners. 


Test Drive One of Cat Boccaccio’s favorite characters, Leep, 
is back with a short tale about Chinese warriors and melting candles. 
Avatar Dearstluv Writer brings us a uniquely romantic poem 
about the breathtaking qualities of new love. 
Suzen JueL Barbie Starr does an in-depth interview with one of 
SL's most popular singers, and discovers a talented painter as well. 
The Road Which Never Ends Shyla the Super Gecko takes 
us on a nostalgic journey, capturing some magic there in rhyme. 
| Hide You Art Blue does a deep dive into his computer and 
surfaces with head-scratching ideas about Al and the future. 
Blank Our favorite, Zymony Guyot, gives us an up/down, all 
around mashup of words and spaces in his musical poem, Blank. 


Bed Blanket RoseDrop Rust looks into our souls and finds the 
same disheveled qualities that inhabit our mundane daily lives. 


About the Cover: 
So enthralled with Barbie Starr’s interview 


with Suzen JueL was Jami Mills that she Bi, 
appropriated one of Suzen’s exquisite |e ae 
portraits for use on this month's cover. 


Suzen Jui 


Suzen is multi-talented in the truest sense. With bie Stare, 


“T’m not trying to counsel 
any of you to do anything 
really special except dare 
to think. And to dare to go 


with the truth. And to dare 
to really love completely.” 


Buckminster Fuller 
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the G.B.T.H. project 
by Jami Mills 


purposefully shut my _ eyes 

before I teleport to the entrance 

of the G.B.T.H. Project gallery, 

to get a first impression from 
feel, not sight. It’s cool, almost chilly, 
and the clicking of my heels echoes 
when I walk. From the sounds I hear 
back, ’m in a large, tiled corridor. 
There’s no scent whatsoever, just the 
sensation of cleanliness. Something 
spins above my head, giving off waves 
of air. A fan maybe? I open my eyes 
and I see how close my impressions 
were. I’m in a long green-tiled corridor 
with hospital markings - - green 
crosses that signify a marijuana 
dispensary. Against the far wall, I’m 
invited to join the G.B.T.H. Project 
(and I urge you all to do the same), and 
the current exhibition is announced in 
red: “50 MG" by Nathan Baxton. 
Instinctively, I walk to the light at the 
far end, until I’m blinded by it. One 
small step and I plummet down the 
rabbit hole, “I Am Happy” scrawled on 
the walls instead of “Drink Me,” until I 
land in a hospital waiting room that’s a 
riot of color. 


Something’s definitely off about this 
place. The drug addled receptionist is 
standing behind a counter that says, “I 
don’t even like you,” and a demented 
clown with a handful of red balloons is 
the only other person there (not 
counting the skeleton in the corner). 
Great for my coulrophobia. A sign on 
the wall announces “Deaths Today: 


17.” There’s some loose currency lying 
on the floor that no one seems to have 
wanted to pocket. A manuscript has 
also fallen to the floor, featuring a Miss 
Elizabeth Bennet and a Mrs. Phillips. I 
really must come back and try to piece 
the story together. Maybe it’s 
important. Oh, and there might be a 
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corpse lying under a bloodied sheet. 
Just great. 


Half hoping that this is the entire 
exhibit (the clown is freaking me out), 
I slowly venture to the end of the red 
hallway and, sure enough, I plummet 
once again, this time into even more 


frightening clown chaos, where giant 
pills swirl around a gurney occupied by 
a gown stuffed with a monitor for a 
head, a line of automatons (all identical 
to the receptionist, each sporting a long 
sleeved t-shirt asking “why am I here’’) 
waiting their turn for God-knows-what. 
At the four corners, giant hearts spin in 


glass cases and EKG readouts plaster 
the white tiled walls. Clearly, these 
clowns are not offering Happy Meals. 


Through all of the humor and dementia 
of this exhibit, its message is quite 
sobering: we are living in a drug- 
addled society, our kids strung out on 
Adderall, and the so-called “opioid 
epidemic” claiming thousands of lives 
a year. This is serious business and I 
commend Baxton for drawing attention 
to the automatons the crazed drug 
industry is foisting upon us at a 
frightening pace. 


Baxton’s installation follows an 
equally impressive show, Concrete 
Diorama, by Mistero Hifeng. The 
gallery was completely transformed to 
accommodate a sprawling exhibit, 


meandering over several levels, each 
accessed by long, sloping ramps. On 
each level, Hifeng treats the eyes to 
eight supine, scaly figures, ghostly 


white and disturbing. The 
monochromatic black and _ white 
images stand in sharp contrast to the 
riot of color that Baxton presents. 


Two large spheres resembling soccer 
balls with the same scaly texture seem 
to suggest worlds that are just barely 
able to maintain their integrity...held 
together for now but for how much 
longer? Two plus-sized women circle 
the globes, anguished heads in their 
hands. 


On another level, we find a dozen 
dancers on an undulating ribbon on 
planks, dancing an ode to what? Is 


there joy in their faces, or are they too 
recognizing the end of something? A 
fractured couple, giving each other 
whatever solace is available, lay on a 
hard surface. As we climb to the higher 
levels of the gallery, a series of 


umbrella-toting figures, their feet and 


ankles now having disintegrated 
altogether, appear to be indifferent to 
their fate. The stunning and powerful 
scene at the top of the gallery reveals a 
fully dystopian, disintegrating society, 
headless figures, crumpled bodies 
awash in a sea of splintered remains. A 
terrible fate has befallen everyone. 
Horrifying, really. 


Before I was able to visit this 
wonderful gallery, the G.B.T.H. 
Project put on two earlier shows, each 
of which was very successful: Contact, 
by Megan Prumier, and Hikari by 
Amelie Marcoud. Find out more about 
these exciting exhibits by visiting the 
website for the G.B.T.H. Project at the 
end of this article. 


And who do we have to thank but the 
two gallery owners who have chosen to 
bring these fine exhibits to the 
forefront of our vibrant virtual art 
scene. 
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Megan Prumier resides in 


Rome, Italy, while Marina 
Munter lives in Rio de 
Janeiro, Brazil. With this 
author writing from Los 
CONTACT Angeles, California, we have 
Megan Prumier created a nice triangle of 
world-class metropolises that 
Sitws nicely cover the world. With 
the ease of communication 

that SL provides, Marina was kind enough to join me to discuss Baxton’s exhibit 

(and others), and the G.B.T.H. Project in general. 


JM: Thank you Marina for joining me today for this chat about your 
gallery, its accomplishments, and the current Baxton exhibit in particular 
(running through October 3rd, so hurry!). Let me start with the very 
beginning of G.B.T.H., which stands for “Grab by the Horns.” What horns 
are you grabbing and where are those horns going to take you? 


MM: Grab by the horns is an expression for taking full control of the situation, 
more than figurative horns. It is about making a project work even with limitations 
of SL, unpredictable issues or any misfortune that can occur while setting up an 
exhibition. If anything, those “horns” take us to deliver a new exhibition every 


month. 


JM: When did the two of you first 
decide to become partners in this 
exciting adventure of operating a 
virtual gallery? 


MM: Megan and I were first 
introduced by a friend in common 
when I was setting up my first 
exhibition, Non-Perishable, that took 
place at Berg by Nordan Art. It was an 
installation containing five different 
colored containers filled with objects 
of their respective colors and I wanted 
to place them on the middle of a dock, 
to make it a site-specific work. Megan 
embraced the idea and helped me with 
all the setup on the gallery, and we 
spoke about art and how it is related to 
us both in RL and SL. The G.B.T.H. 
came naturally, as we continued in 
touch daily and decided to host the 
exhibitions we'd like to see inworld. 


JM: Please tell us exactly what the 
goals of the G.B.T.H. Project are. 


MM: We want to encourage people to 
explore SL as a creative platform, even 
if they dont know how to mesh, script, 
etc. Our goal is to make ideas, as crazy 
as they sound, come alive, because it is 
possible in SL. I worked and still do in 
exhibition setups in RL and the kind of 
limitation present on the real word 
makes SL the perfect place to go over 
the top, without worrying about 


budget, structure, maintenance... Of 
course, SL can be limited, but in 
different ways and hardly I see it being 
pushed further on the creative aspect, 
so yes, we try very humbly to fill this 
gap. 


JM: What did you hope to 
accomplish by opening the gallery. 
What are your goals? 


MM: As I mentioned before, we just 
want to see how far an idea can go, 
and we try to have a good mix of more 
experienced and new artists. Hikari, 
for instance, was Amelies first 
installation and she accomplished it 
beautifully. We invited her because we 
knew that she made machinimas, so we 
spoke to her and she mentioned this 
project she had based on a Japanese 
experience that resulted on _ her 
exhibition at the G.B.T-H. 


JM: Have you found it challenging 
dealing with the different time zones 
(Rome is SL +9, and Rio is SL +5), 
separated by five hours? 


MM: It actually works better than if we 
were on the same place, because 
Megan sleeps late and I go to bed quite 
early. Also, the fact that we work in 
real time in something immersive even 
with an ocean between us is one of the 
many exciting parts of Second Life, in 
my opinion. 


JM: At a _ recent opening for 
Concrete Diorama by Mistero 
Hifeng, you brought in one of SL’s 
great DJs, naDja Neville, to provide 
some trance/house music that was 
the perfect complement to the 


ambiance of the gallery, with its 
minimalist architecture and great 
open spaces. NaDja mentioned that 
she’s performed at many of your 


to each artist to decide who they want 
to invite to play, in case they opt for a 
party. NaDja played in two out of the 
four exhibitions we had on this new 
format, and she also kindly gifted us 
with a custom stream that keeps 
playing on the gallery. 


JM: I noticed the configuration of 
the gallery itself changes from 


events. How important do you think 
music is in communicating the mood 
of the gallery? 


MM: Music has been the way we open 
the exhibitions because it gathers 
people on the grid, but we leave open 


exhibit to exhibit. How much are the 
artists involved in creating their 
exhibition space, and how much are 
the two of you involved? 


MM: For a_ gallery that hosts 
installations it made no sense to have a 


fixed building whatsoever. The size of 
the parcel and the prim limits are 
already enough of a constraint, haha. 
Our participation on the process of the 
exhibition varies from artist to artist. 
After the initial proposal and some 
talk, we make ourselves available to 
assist on assembling or any other 
aspects they need. Megan is the best 
builder I know, her technique and 
knowledge are impressive and she so 
kindly put herself available to share 
her skills. I help with the concept, the 
line of thought and a bit of the building 
aspect as well. The goal is to have a 
good exhibition in the end, and we help 
how we can to achieve this. 


JM: How much planning goes into 
preparing for a new show? 


MM: Again, it varies from each case. 
We usually invite the artist with 
something of a month in advance, but 
we try to do it as soon as possible, 
since Second Life plays a different part 
in each of their lives. We’ve been lucky 
so far because the people we invited 
already had an initial idea, which 
helps a lot. Having a gallery that 
focused on 3D exhibitions requires a 
lot more work than one that is only 
about pictures, for example, from us 
and mostly from the artist. In of our 
talks to bring the G.B.T-H. back, I told 
Megan I was worried that we’d be 
asking too much from them and I was 
really insecure (still am, to be honest) 


of the acceptance and if the artists we 
invite would accept, etc. Her response 
was to make Contact, that wasnt her 
first inworld installation but she is 
mostly asked to exhibit her pictures 
and she had this idea in her mind that 
was completely different from what is 
usually shown. The response of the 
visitors was amazing and it gave us the 
boost we needed to continue with this 
proposal. 


JM: How many shows can you 
typically handle in a year and still 
maintain the quality that shines 
through from exhibit to exhibit? 


MM: The current exhibition, 50 MG by 
Nath Baxton, is only the fourth on this 
new format. We are strict with the 
deadline. Each exhibition lasts a 
month, with a couple of days between 
each to have the work being 
transferred from the artists working 
place to our parcel. Keeping this 
calendar helps the consistency of the 
gallery and we hope that people will 
look forward to visit the G.B.TH. 
monthly. 


JM: How do you break down 
between yourselves the various 
duties of running the gallery? 


MM: The GB.TH. is mine and 
Megan's equally, so we take the best of 
each, as mentioned is a_ previous 
question, and apply on the gallery. 


JM: How do _ you find your 
exhibitors and how far in advance to 


you book artists? 


MM: Since it is not a simple request 
we've been asking people we admire 
the work and are somewhat close to us, 
but we are open to proposals as well. 
As I said before, we try to invite them 
as soon as possible, at least a month in 
advance or more, since an installation 
requires a lot of work. 


JM: Tell me a little bit about 
Hifeng’s exhibit. It seemed to make 
such good use of all the space you 
have available at G.B.T.H. 


MM: Concrete Diorama was a bit of a 
challenge because Mistero’s work is 


well known all over the grid, so the 
question was how to display in a way 
that would make sense to have an 
exhibition of sculptures that has been 
seen before. The minimalist set up was 
all because we wanted the sculptures 
to be the focus, and not the decoration 
or extra elements that wouldnt add to 
the experience. Mistero made available 
all his work and we picked the ones 
that would made sense to tell a story 
and tried to display them in a way that 
a story could be told, as well 
respecting the individuality of each 
piece. 


JM: If you would, please let our 
readers know your thoughts about 
Baxton’s current exhibit, 50 MG? 


MM: Nath is known for his colors, 
aesthetic and sense of humor, and all 
those aspects are present in 50 MG. He 
is able to laugh about himself and 
make you do the same through his 
work, 50 MG is a colorful prescription 
to cope with everyday bitterness. It 
brings awareness for serious subjects 
of mental illness without being too 
heavy but not less dense. The 
exhibition is open until October 3rd 
and I truly recommend a visit if you 
can. 


JM: Do prim limitations affect your 
ability to stage exhibits or can you 
pretty much accommodate your 
various artists? 


MM: The parcel holds a bit more than 
2,000 prims and is almost as big as 1/8 
of a sim. So far it has been a good size 
for solo exhibitions. 


JM: What are some of the upcoming 
exhibits you’re planning? 


MM: Ashratum is preparing an 
installation that will open on October 
7th, but I dont want to give any 
spoilers. Ash is someone I admire the 
work since before I took a long break 
from SL. She is focused on erotic 
photography, as well literature and 


owns a bookstore called Superfluidity 
of Naughtiness, current located at 
Hercynia sim. 


JM: Tell me something about how 
you finance the costs of the gallery. 
Do you rely exclusively from patron 
donations? Does LEA support the 
gallery at all? 


MM. If your currency isnt dollar or 
something higher, buying Lindens can 
be quite expensive and something as a 
gallery requires consistency. When we 
started with the G.B.T.-H., a friend 
generously lent us a parcel on his sim, 
on which Mutual Respect 1 and 2 
happened. It was around October from 
2017 and we applied for the LEA AiR 
program but sadly, we werent chosen. 
We decided to keep the parcel at Starry 
Night because it had a good size and 
prim amount and we knew we could 
keep it going. The donations given 
during the exhibition go for the rent of 
the parcel. Our goal is to have the 
G.B.T.H. paying for itself (rental and 
website maintenance) as well the artist 
and the costs they have with their 
projects. We have some ideas in mind 
and will see how it goes. So far we rely 
on donations and put money from our 
own pockets when needed. LEA doesnt 
play any part on the G.B.T.H. 


JM: I recently visited one of Lauren 
Bentham's sims and I noticed that 
Megan designed the post- 


Apocalyptic dock area. Is_ she 
involved in many other designs and 
sim installations? What is your 
design background? 


MM: Megan is a builder for seven 
years now in SL. She opened an 
inworld store called Crimarizon in 
which you can find more complex 
buildings for sim design, and that is 
probably where the dock area from this 
sim you visited is from. She also builds 
full sims and so on. 


JM: Marina, your first contact with 
SL was through a _ Domenico 
Quaranta article about digital art. 
What about that article enticed you 
to come to SL? How do you think 
the arts can be expanded in a virtual 
context? 


MM: Art is a subject that has always 
been present in my life and when I’ve 
read that article I was curious about 
this world, even though Domenico says 
that Second Life was in decadence, and 
the “insignificant galleries” were 
resumed on selling “mediocre art for 
very low money”. The idea of a virtual 
world, were we can be anything we 
want, and share in real time with 
people from different times attracted 
me but I didnt joined right away. My 
feeling is that you need time and 
dedication to be in Second Life. Rarely 
you will see a newcomer engaging with 
the game right away. For what I’ve 


noticed, only when you can relate to 
your avatar is when you can start 
taking SL seriously on the creative 
aspect. Took me 5 years as a Second 
Life resident, and many of those being 
offline, to open my first exhibition 
inworld. The perspective offered on 
Domenicos article wasnt very 
encouraging and initially I was just 
interested on the social aspect of it. 
The G.B.T-H. Project is actually a very 
utopian idea on how I believe that art 
can be expanded on the grid. 


JM: What advice would you give 
aspiring artists who are interested in 
getting exposure for their work here 
in SL? 


MM: Work and be committed to what 
you do. There are always new things to 
learn, new possibilities. Understand 
the tools you have in your hand, even if 
you cant mesh. If you’re passionate 
about your work you'll give 110% of 
yourself. Get in touch with galleries 
and gallery owners and be open to 
what they have to say about it. Trust 
me, it is harder than it seems to find 
artists and it is a great pleasure when 
we find new exciting people. And dont 
give up on the first rejection. 


JM: Is there anything you’d like to 
add that I might have missed before 
we say goodbye? 


MM: Yes! Please, check the G.B.T.H. 


website to read about our previous 
exhibitions, further information and 
also to contact use about art related 
subjects. 


JM: Thank you, Marina, for a very 
stimulating interview. I urge all our 
readers to please visit the G.B.T.H. 
Project website at 
https://thegbthproject.com/. And in 


the meantime, we at rez Magazine 
wish the G. B. T. H. Project great 
success in the coming years! 


MM: You’re welcome, Jami. Thank you 
for listening and for the kind wishes. 
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4 he inside of the car smelled like wax. That’s because the heater 
was broken and constantly blasting hot air, no matter what the 
outside temperature, which on that day in May was about 15 
degrees Celsius. So they drove through the flatlands with the 
ee down, trying their best to direct the vents away from skin 
surfaces, smelling the melted wax from the intricate and expensive 
souvenir candles hand-carved in the shape of six soldiers from the 
Terracotta Army of Xian, which Cash had purchased as gifts for his 
parents. They were now puddles of fragrant wax on the back seat of the 
car. 


His guide and translator, Su, was fluent in English and was telling him a 
little about the history of the region through which they were traveling, but 
Cash was so warm that he drifted off to sleep, his head lolling against the 
seat back, and he started to dream that he was a bird flying high above the 
plains, with a massive wingspan, so huge it cast giant shadows on the land 
below, and then on the towns and then the cities, where towers were so 
high that they brushed his bird belly. He then had to navigate then between 
the spires and cell towers and flagpoles of a dense, sprawling city, until he 
suddenly realized he was not in control anymore; that someone else was 
controlling his flight, dodging between dark buildings, like a teenager with 
a joystick. 


“She smells like ra-ain,” sang Leep. He sang the song because he saw the 
ad. The television commercial was for a Toyota Corolla, so that’s what 
Leep was test-driving this week. He decided (as if he didn’t make the same 
decision every week) to drive past Beth’s house on Sandalwood Street, just 
to see if she was home or maybe catch a glimpse of her working in the 
front garden. If she saw the car cruising down her street, Beth (or as he 
called her, in his head, Lizzy) would never know it was him, as on any one 
weekend he might be test driving a Chevrolet Equinox, or a F ord Mustang, 
or a Toyota Corolla. 


There was no one in the garden, where daffodils clustered all along the 
front porch, and the curtains were drawn, which was unusual. 


Leep had only had his driver’s license for two years, and was not a bad 


driver, but nor was he very experienced or equipped to handle unexpected 
road conditions. That’s why when tires of his Corolla hit patch of oil only a 
block from the dealership, Leep yanked the wheel to the left to avoid 
colliding with a stop sign, skidded violently, and ended up ramming the 
stop sign with the passenger side of the car. “It could have been worse,’ 
said Todd, the Toyota salesperson, who was astonishingly indifferent. Leep 
wished he had the money to buy a car. He would have bought a car from 
Todd on the spot, if he had. 


Cash and Su waited outside the car for the ambulance to arrive, which 
might take awhile. The motorcyclist who had rammed into the passenger 
side door, narrowly missing Cash’s abdomen, was standing with them, 
chatting idly with Su. The driver of the motorcycle was clearly at fault, 
said Cash to Su, who shrugged her shoulders. “Perhaps we stalled too long 
at the intersection,” she said. 


“We didn’t,” said Cash. “He clearly saw us making the turn and didn’t 
slow down at all. In fact, he might have accelerated. Why did you call an 
ambulance? He looks fine to me.” Su didn’t respond, and he felt a flush of 
anger and frustration. The motorcyclist, meanwhile, took a sip of 
something from a metal flask, then offered it to Cash. Cash shook his head 
impatiently. The flask was not offered to Su. 


After the motorcyclist disappeared in the ambulance and the police had 
arrived and taken names and measurements, Cash and Su were allowed to 
continue their journey. He had to cl. into the car from the driver’s side, 

since the passenger door was mangled and dented shut. It was 
uncomfortable, but still roomier than the back seat, where the puddle of 
wax had fallen to the floor. 


The hot air blasted through the vents, and the wind blew in through the 
open windows, tossing Su’s hair in all directions and irritating Cash’s 
contact lenses. 


“Tt smells like rain,” said Su. 
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Suzen JueL 


erview with Barbie Starr 


he Second Life music scene 

seems to be very busy. There 

are so many different genres out 

there on the grid to hear. You 
can go to various clubs, dance in a 
crowd, and have some very talented 
people entertain you. It’s nice to be 
able to go out to a venue in Second 
Life without the hustle and bustle of 
traffic, pollution or other obstacles that 
get in your way when going out in the 
real world. You can relax in your own 
space, sitting at your personal 
computer and listen to someone 
entertain you with their wonderful 
tunes. 


Recently I had the pleasurable 
opportunity to get my ears blessed with 
the lovely vocal sounds of a singer 
who not only sings in Second Life but 
has a plethora of talents. This woman 
has a down to earth soul that can 
brighten anyone’s day. Suzen JueL has 
been writing her own songs, singing 
them (and covers), since her early teen 
years. She has followed the grass roots 
of her family’s traditions. Music is 
definitively in this woman’s blood and 
soul, as she touches the crowd she 
entertains with her good humor and 
pleasant vocals on a daily basis. She 
recently performed at the premier 
music venue in Second Life called 
After Dark (owned and operated by 
Meegan Danitz), where I caught up 
with Suzen and had a heart to heart 
with her about her life’s calling. 
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As she played and joked with the 
crowd, I noticed that this unique 
person of many talents actually loves 
what she does. That’s a rarity in 
today’s fast-paced world, and she has a 
lot to offer not only this virtual world 
but the real world as well. Here’s what 
she had to say: 


BS: Hi Suzen. Thanks for sitting 
down with me. Let me start by 
asking what inspired you to become 
a musician? 


SJ: Music runs thick in my family but I 
never wanted to “become” a musician; 
it’s more like I fell into the groove. This 
ended up saving me during those 
years. It became a fantastic way to 
express my angst in music and lyrics. 
In the past, I never sang for anyone. 
This all started in my early teens. 


BS: Who do you admire the most in 
} the music industry? 


SJ: I admire anyone in today’s music 
industry who can get themselves out 
there. Its a lot of determination that 
| one must have at all times! Bob Dylan 
is just awesome in how he uses his 
creative force. 


BS: What types of venues do you 
play in real life? 


SJ: Different night clubs, cafes and 
coffee houses. 


BS: Where are you 
Second Life these days? 


playing in 


SJ: I play lots of different venues, but 
during the summer I'm not on as much. 
I play After Dark every other Sunday 
and also do Gallery venues. And you 
asked why I chose to do SL venues.... 
Writing music and singing opens up my 
whole self, inside and out, so 
performing for people and venues that 
support the music I do is built-in 
therapy! 


BS: Why do you choose to do Second 
Life venues? 


SJ: I love to perform and 
SL is one of many 
platforms I like to share 
on and participate in the 
talent of others. 


BS: What motivates 
you to perform? 


SJ: Feeling like a bottle 
of soda_ that's been 
shaken and dropped and 
7 about to explode - - thats 
what motivates me and 
fires me up! It’s also nice 
knowing that someone 
can always relate, even if 
they don t talk about it. 


BS: When did you start 
producing art? 


SJ: I've always expressed with colors, 
shapes, and sounds. It's not something 
I can say I ever started, more like I've 
always done it in one way or another. 
Itis my 'zen'a space for letting go and 
getting completely immersed in 
something using colors, paints, and 
music. I went through phases in my 
teen years of loving art and doodling 
as a way to keep my mind off other 
things. In the past decade or so, I've 
fallen deeply in love with it as one of 
my favorite ways to express myself. 


BS: What inspired you to start doing 
art? 


SJ: The thing that inspired me to start 
doing art was the possibility of sharing 
it with others...knowing that someone 
loved a certain piece just inspired me 
to want to do more like that, or wander 
off in a totally different direction to 
find something new to get messy with. 


BS: What do you feel your art work 
projects to the eye of the beholder? 


SJ: The more people liked what they 
saw the more conversations we would 
have, the more new ideas would grow 
either on my canvas or on paper. 
Something is always in my head 
wanting to be seen or heard. I suppose 
that's my way of letting them out. 
That's not too crazy, right? 


—— 


BS: What is your favorite work of 
art that you've created? 


SJ: It's really hard to say I have a 
favorite, but I do have favorites. They 
are like my children. I find them very 
difficult to part with. When someone 
purchases one of my pieces I get a little 
sad. I won't be able to look at it 
anymore and remember how it was 
created and how it evolved. Early this 
summer I did a very large canvas 
painting, she's amazing. She's full of 
red poofy hair and eclectic hues, full of 
dark rooms but sooo beautifully bright. 
I love how bold she is and still, 
absolutely love to look at her. I'm not 
sure if I can sell that one. 


OT eT OR TTT 


BS: What types of things spark you 
to make your art? 


SJ: Things that spark me to do art? 
It could be literally anything. There 
isn't a theme to inspiration. My 
inner muse takes me where she 
wants to take me and if she wants to 
paint on canvas, I start painting, 
She's my boss, so to say. Sadness, 
absolute fear, negative thoughts, 
death those are the reasons I paint . I 
paint to avoid feeling useless. I paint 
to avoid getting too deep in my head. 


I paint to avoid inner pain. Painting 
calms me, heals me, and allows me to 
find a way to create a positive and 
vibrant piece out of something that 
could be painful otherwise. 


BS: What do you consider the most 
important contribution to your 
career? 


SJ: My supporters out there for what is 
my own brand of “life/art/music”’ know 
that I follow my intuition and that I've 
been welcomed and respected in the 


communities that support the creative 
kind. The more we “step out of our 
comfort zone,”’ the bigger our comfort 
zone gets. The biggest contribution in 
this life is what my fans/supporters 
have given me to work with and what 
we can share through music. 


BS: What inspires you most when 
you write music? 


SJ: The feel of the paper and the flow 
of the ink. 


BS: What other hobbies do you 
pursue? 


SJ: Tam such a bird lover. I really just 
love critters in general, all of them, 
unless they bite me. I have about 20 
birds in my house, but also a plethora 
of outdoor pets that I feed. I have 
birds, chipmunks, and even deer 
feeding in my backyard. 


BS: What do you like to do in 
Second Life when you’re not 
performing? 


SJ: I love creating textures, building, 
arranging skybox-deco, photography 
and sometimes I shop, lol! 


BS: Thanks for taking the time from 
your busy schedule to sit down with 
me and share yourself with our 
readers. To all of you reading this 
insightful interview, please catch one 
of Suzen’s upcoming sets at After 
Dark or wherever else you’re lucky 
enough to find her. Thank you, 
Suzen. It was a pleasure. 


SuzenJueL (JueL Resistance) started 
her Second Life musical journey in late 
2005. She has many ways to be viewed 
and you can even download some of 


her songs. I strongly urge you to look 
her up on Facebook at her page: 
https://www.facebook.com/SuzenJueL 
Resistence/ or follow her on her flickr 
at https://www.flickr.com/photos/ 
suzenjuel/. She also has a website that 
shows where she is playing at 
http://www.suzenjuel.com/. Check her 
out sometime. You won't be 
disappointed. 
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LOREM IPSU 
I Hide You 


Netflix: Other Life 


n the September issue of rez 

Magazine, Art Blue told us that 

he stopped writing this piece 

because he felt the need to write 
about a movie he watched. The title: 
EXTINCTION. Have you seen the 
movie? Sometimes an_ extinction 
creates other things we even want less. 
Sometimes an extinction gives room 
for a brighter future. Lorem Ipsum is a 
filler for text, a dummy text, a 
placeholder for the real content that 
shall be set in place. Lorem Ipsum 
stands for the extinction of the current, 
for an upcoming replacement. Many 
readers may know this. Lorem Ipsum 
has an old tradition. Art Blue put in the 
middle of EXTINCTION an ad he 
titled Lorem Ipsum, where you find 
some words on this. Words of history. 
Of course he changed history in the ad, 
else it would be no ad for his content 
machine IPSUM.BLUE, right? By 
reading this article once more, after 
having read LOREM IPSUM, you 
might find additional layers you have 
not seen by reading the article for the 
first time, like the vacant lot Francois 
Mitterrand bought. A placeholder for a 
greater uplift? His wife said, “What a 
stupid doing to buy a parcel of land in 
the middle of nowhere to be buried 
there” ... and she sold the land after 
his death. She surely did not 
understand that the great President of 
France, Francois Mitterrand, thought 
the place where the Gallic chiefs 
pledged under Vercingetorix in 52 


A.D. to unite the country, which is now 
known as France, counted more for 
him than to be buried in the Pantheon 
in the Latin Quarters of Paris. The plot 
in the middle of nowhere was a 
placeholder for him that counted. 


What Counts? 


“The pale Usher—threadbare in coat, 
heart, body, and brain; I see him now. 
He was ever dusting his old lexicons 
and grammars, with a queer 
handkerchief, mockingly embellished 
with all the gay flags of all the known 
nations of the world. He loved to dust 
his old grammars, it somehow mildly 
reminded him of his mortality.” ~ 
Etymology 


The story happens when tl 
present. It happens also in a ti 
not yet been taken over ful 
where the Big Leap, the tre 

to a digital brain, is 


Do you know what book the captain on 
board a spacecraft on a journey to save 
mankind from the Big Evil will read 
aloud to one of the members of his 
crew when this person lost his 
eyesight? He will read to someone who 
did not grow up with books. The story 


happens when the memory of books is 
still present. It happens also in a time 
when the human mind has not yet been 
taken over fully by the digital world; a 
time where the Big Leap, the 
transformation from an analog to a 
digital brain, is about to happen. The 
person resting on a med-bed in the 
spacecraft found it most annoying that 
he had to listen to a story that does not 
immerse in one’s brain. We are at a 
time, I said it already, where the 
human eye is still an important sensor, 
a primary sensor. It would not make it 
much better to give the person a pair of 
synthetic gloves to wear with mesh 
wires in them to give him the haptics. 
The Cyberglove, the haptic, will not 
find the corresponding eye system, will 


ye memory of books is still 

me when the human mind has 
ly by the digital world; a time 
insformation from an analog 

; about to happen. 


not handshake with the Cybereye, The 
Glass, as you also might call it, to 
create an infinite screen. The injured 
person is unable to wear the immersive 
visual gadget, The Glass, I said. 
Without having a working eye to catch 
the signals, to decipher the generated 


visuals, his cerebral cortex stays 
literally blind so all he can do now is 
listen to the captain on board the 
spacecraft telling the story. 


My question was, what story will it be? 
I shall add that the space shuttle is on a 
suicide mission to save Earth. It carries 
a bomb - - to be precise, a matrix of 
nuclear bombs. A meteor is heading to 
Earth. The impact of it will end the 
human existence. Some say the 
Hammer of God is approaching. 


You think for a moment. What book 
would you choose to read? I know 
some readers now smile as they have 
watched the movie, The Impact. There 
the captain, played by Robert Duvall, 
reads Moby Dick. Time to tell you that 
the Etymology this story begins with is 
in fact from Moby Dick, a book written 
by Herman Melville, published in 
1851. Is it a fitting story to be read in 
future times? The old captain was 
added to this mission just because the 
Press Office of the President 
recommended showing a familiar face 
to the nation. It was said, “There shall 
be one old man with experience in the 
team to safe Earth.” The Fish moved 
up to become captain because one crew 
member died. Readers not knowing the 
movie may wonder about The Fish. It 
was Robert Duvall’s nickname. Maybe 
that’s why Moby Dick became the last 
book to be read. Right now in the 
movie The Impact, when the reading 


starts, we don’t know if the mission 
will be a success. Research shows that 
aside the set of Utopia, a film produced 
in 2011, Robert Duvall and Lucas 
Black are discussing fly fishing. 
Reality, Passion, Endurance, Fishing. 
Will such elements become impacts in 
the script for the digital world to 
come? “J Fish.” Will it say something? 


Listening to a book that was written 
long ago doesn’t seem appropriate. For 
the injured person, it looks like the old 
man is just getting feeble and has run 
out of options. Where’s the hyperjump 
to take? Where’s the Artificial 
Intelligence? 


Despite my deeper intentions, I will 
now read for you from Moby Dick, as 
this is your last journey. You say you 
will have more journeys to come. We 
all say this. Daily. At least usually we 
do. 


Loomings 


“Call me Ishmael. Some years ago - 
never mind how long precisely - having 
little or no money in my purse, and 
nothing particular to interest me on 
shore, I thought I would sail about a 
little and see the watery part of the 
world. It is a way I have of driving off 
the spleen, and_ regulating the 
circulation. Whenever I find myself 
growing grim about the mouth; 
whenever it is a damp, drizzly 


November in my soul; 
whenever I find myself 
involuntarily pausing 
before coffin warehouses, 
and bringing up the rear 
of every funeral I meet; 
and especially whenever 
my hypos get such an 
upper hand of me, that it 
requires a strong moral 
principle to prevent me 


from deliberately 
stepping into the street, 
and methodically 


knocking people's hats off 
- then, I account it high 
time to get to sea as soon 
as I can. This is my 
substitute for pistol and 
ball. With a philosophical 
flourish Cato throws 
himself upon his sword; I 
quietly take to the ship.” 


~ In this way the journey 
in Moby Dick begins. 


You are now on the ship. 
That the ship is a server 
you know, and my 
nickname is not Fish. 
What knowledge you 
have? What you use? 
What you spare? We 
avoid the key knowledge 
and say that it is the 
future and the future is 
not determined. And as a 
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final knock-me-down, you say that you 
have Free Will. You say you make 
your own future? Are you one of the 
36 righteous ones the Kabala speaks 
of, which leads to the Amelia 
sequence? So you know more than the 
old man. You know the probability of 
the matrix of bombs destroying the 
asteroid and saving Earth. You are on 
the right team of Fortnight, the unreal 
engine of Potomac Computer Systems, 
the Epic Games machine you are 
running on. 


What shall the old man say when you 
lose your eyesight in the middle of the 
game? That you are so damned f*cking 
stupid to look straight into the sun 
without putting the visor in your 
helmet down, so your eyes and skin 
gets burned in seconds like a melting 
pudding? That’s all in the movie, The 
Impact. 


I know books. I know different books. 
I know old books, the books our world 
is made of. I know Assembler. 
Assembler is like when you take a 
stone and work on it over hours and 
days to make a tool out of it. A knife, a 
cutter, a weapon. And then you use it. 
The age of the stone. Stone Age 
coding. Our ancestors used stones they 
made to survive. You have heard of it. 
Now you have a set of chips in a box 
you can’t open, else you lose the 
warranty, so it is like a stone in hand, 
but you don’t understand what you 


have in hand. Has it become a Mind in 
a Box? You understand that this stone 
is the game you are in, the best world 
existing, the brand. In old times, you 
said, “I have an iPhone.” That was no 
Breaking News at all, so you said, “I 
have an iPhone 11 with 64 GByte and 
a health monitor in my iBand around 
my wrist and soon I have the Amazon 
Prime Platinum location package 
which alerts the instant med via a 
drone.” Now you phantom similar 
things wearing the gadgets you can 
afford, the system tuned to the max, a 
latency of 10 milliseconds so all is 
indistinguishable from reality, this all 
to avoid to fate the reading of Moby 
Dick. 1 don’t know what the new 
stones following will be made of. No 
one knows. How it came to be an AR- 
Phone embedded in you. It is reading 
your voice. It is telling you, by 
accessing The Cloud, that you met a 
person a few years ago and you could 
swear you did not. “I must have 
forgotten,” you say. “That happens,” 
you get as an answer. AR, Active 
Reality, combines Virtual and Real in 
one. AR-Simulators fill the world with 
meaning where you set LOREM 
IPSUM in. 


If I say as a futurologist (I like to see 
myself this way so I get some 
meaning) that in the next years there 
will be some development beyond the 
technology you imagine, is _ this 
fiction? No, you would say; that’s not 


fiction. The new generations of 
smartphones will, on demand, repeat 
the dialog with the person you just 
swore not to know. Best then to say 
that you remember. It does not give a 
good picture to be a candidate for 
Alzheimer's. Maybe Apple calls the 
iPhone 16 Messiah - that is the name of 
the spaceship on which the captain is 
reading Moby Dick. Messiah, 
developed by Artificial Intelligence, 
played for you in your brain. Never 
forgetting anything you did. 


Assembler 


I shall pay tribute to the roots when I 
open one of the books I know. “I 
Code.” You remember Robert Duvall 
was “I Fish.” I make it short, because 
whatever I would tell you from 
Assembler to Fortran, to C, to C++, to 
Python, it will just be the same, as all 
Artificial Intelligence systems now 
made are untraceable. A human can’t 
understand. When will the AI systems 
know this fact? In Westworld, the 
phrase is, “Analysis” and “Please 
Elaborate.” What is this bullshit? Is it 
like when the four year old 
granddaughter asks Grandmother, 
“What is a funeral for Grandpa?” 
Analysis; please elaborate. What shall 
the AI say? That there is hope? The 
Living Door? Enter the gap and pass? 
Westworld, which airs on HBO, is 
worth watching. We are in need of new 
quotes and insights that we can all 


The new generations of smartphones will, on demand, repeat 


the dialog with the person you just swore not to know. 


Best then to say that you remember. It does not give a good 


picture to be a candidate for Alzheimers. 


discuss, just to be part of the Great 
Wheel. One I put in my database of 
quotes: “We are here to decode the 
guests.” 


We don’t understand any longer how 
to create an iPhone out of a stone, or 
how to make a game successful. We 
know it is a fact; things that substitute 
for our brain do exist. No need to 
calculate, no need to translate, no need 
to remember an appointment, was the 
beginning. Now we don’t understand 
them, we still call them tools, but the 
role has changed; we think others of 
our kind do understand, so we feel 
safe. 


The wife and the kids in the Stone Age 
felt safe because they understood how 
the knife was made. What they did not 
understand was not made for them to 
understand. The understanding was 
with God or the Gods. They felt safe; 
there was some higher entity, knowing 
the deal. The belief in a higher ruler 
with impact for us is history. But the 
need to believe that “others 
understand” stayed. But no one any 


longer really understands what is going 
on. We set Als in place to decode us. 
Remember my quote, “We are here to 
decode the guests,” an AI in Westworld 
says. That’s why AI systems are 
created. When they tell you how things 
work, you have to believe. 


You don’t understand. You say, 
“Please elaborate,” like your dog is 
barking “to elaborate” when the animal 
you love so much made a mess in the 
neighbour’s garden. You are happy to 
explain to your dog the obvious. From 
time to time, I have the feeling that 
understanding things just means to 
have now proof that this is a lie - - and 
that this lie is only made for you to 
understand things. “I have to lie to you, 
for good,” the AI thinks. Fact is, all has 
become Blue around you. The game 
you are in is to understand you. 


Bluehost 


I was about to redesign some of my 
websites. I wanted to create a new 
look, jump to the new age, leaving 
Assembler to speak in the symbology I 


used before and move C++, Javascript 
and PhP. I took an offer by Bluchost. 
You smile and you smell I must have 
been biased. Blue and Host that fits to 
Art Blue and Bluehost surely must 
have lured him in by this naming. I 
have to say bluntly, that this is not the 
case. Bluehost is specialized on 
hosting Wordpress. In fact, this is what 
they do. I love Wordpress and you 
know it is all opensource, so my 
decision was clear. Also, I did not want 
to be dependent upon students joining 
my lab and doing the coding for my 
websites. HTML, CSS, Javascript and 
PhP is the base in which Wordpress is 
programmed, but you shall not notice 
the code behind as a user. That’s why I 
said it is just a symbolism. Soon, you 
will understand why I stick to this. A 
little hint for now: Wordpress has not 
changed for the past 12 years. Sure, 
there have been updates, but the 
concept has remained untouched. You 
can call it monolithic; like Second 
Life, it has a centralized, monolithic 
design, set up 15 years ago. 


So now back to Bluehost. You smell 
the old man wanted to play pilot, same 
as Robert Duvall in the movie, The 
Impact. You are right. I collected my 
senses, took a blue pill and started. I 
said to myself, “If I do nothing else for 
the next 14 days, each day 10 hours 
long, Bluehost will give me the take- 
off ... or I take the money back option 
they are offering.” No worries. I will 


not take you on the trip that costs me 
more grey hair as in the past, when 
Jami Mills experienced issues with 
Scribus, Blogspot, Issuu, PDF, book 
making ... I know she laughs being 
referenced as the problem child. You 
know an old man needs this. And she 
knows it, and I know she knows and 
she knows I... 


I needed a burner, a challenge. And it 
was a hell of a challenge. It all started 
so easily. Pages grew. I know 
Wordpress really well from Automattic 
wordpress.com — the free hosting. And 
as said, being an Assembler guy, I 
don’t fear directories and code. The 
Stone Age, you know. Finally, I had 
about 10 sessions with the 2nd level 
support of Bluehost. Five of them 
might not have been needed if I would 
have checked the FAQs in more detail. 
You may say that I was a bit stupid or 
lazy or both. But two sessions made 
me think that I have to write an article. 
That we, leaving the beginning of the 
Digital Anthropocene, will no longer 
be able to understand what goes on in 
computing, how data is held, made, 
created or transformed. Even the 
internet giving us webpages to view, 
which is just the front-end most of us 
see, has now a life of its own. I don’t 
blame anyone. The technicians, based 
in India, as they are usually there for 
the first contact with the customer, the 
2nd level support as it is called, 
worked their asses off to solve my 


questions and the issues I had. Over 
hours, I sent screenshots, short video 
captures, allowed them to edit in the 
folders and the panels. I said two of the 
service chats, the support sessions, 
gave me deeper thoughts. The 
specialists in India gave up and created 
a ticket for the Ist level technicians at 
Bluehost in Provo, Utah. There I got a 
working answer. 


Days later, I saw it was an answer with 
a glitch, a severe glitch. The glitch 
took me some time to find, so I spoke 
with this person again and again. Then 
this specialist found an unsuited setting 
somewhere in the — subdomain 
management. What a relief. I felt like 
dancing in the rain. I could face a high 
paid Ist level guy. Sadly, or I could 
say luckily as now I am writing about 
it, this guy was blinded by the sun -- 
like the one on the spaceship, you 
remember the reading of Moby Dick I 
came along at the beginning. I, a noob, 
a newbie with a first-time direct 
hosting at Bluehost, the market leader 
in Wordpress, found out that this 
setting was not the issue, because old 
men never give up. Sailing to 
Byzantium came up in my mind, a 
beautiful artwork I will place in the 
middle of my story. You see the Moby 
Dick story. Finally, I posted again, 
made a fresh ticket as the old was 
closed. Another Indian guy was again 
to give up and ready to open another 
ticket for Ist level: 


“Technician: The issue was the domain 
atis.edu was pointing to the same path 
ipsumblue.com/atis-edu before. So, it 
will get conflicted. I just updated the 
folder for the domain and redirected it 
to ipsumblue.com/atis-edu/. 


Art Blue: Do I smell it right? That 
name of Document Root folder and 
Redirection subfolder shall not have 
same name and if they have then the 
Document Root folder gets priority? 


After a while I got the reply. 


Technician: Yes, correct, if a web page 
has the same path as a folder on the 
server, the priority will be the folder on 
the server and it will not show up the 
contents on the website page. 


Art Blue: I will test more. Thanks for 
now. Please send me the chat to my 
email so I can continue my learning 
path. 


Most readers might not see that this is 
like computing issues were 40 years 
ago, at this old times on a Stone Age 
level, the Assembler world, the 
machine language - - a time where 
humans had to read machine code and 
to debug an error, to do a trace back. 
They could, they had to -- or there was 
no computing. We had them at this 
time: Implicit Defaults. Something 
happens and you just don’t know until 
you crash with a problem. And if you 


don’t go on machine level, you may 
not find the tiny element where it 
comes from. This technician and a 
different person before wanted me to 
create a new Wordpress instance in the 
system, a new server you may say, but 
that is not what I had in mind. Going 
on this trap, being told “that is free, no 
costs, everyone does” would have 
resulted in my running multiple 
projects, but each on a separate virtual 
server. A one-click backup for 
everything I created would not work 
any longer and other problems would 
come up later - - after I would have 
created hundreds of virtual servers, 
each just running for one single page. 
A work around with deadly 
consequences was offered, just to 
avoid facing the code, going on Ist 
level. 


1978 


Implicit Defaults, a story I wrote in 
1978, will always be in my mind when 
IBM had to bring a specialist from 
Armonk, New York to check settings 
of the SPF, the Structured 
Programming Facility that came fresh 
on the market. The settings did not 
work when more than 20 terminals 
used SPF. Then the mainframe would 
crash after a while by a_ buffer 
overflow. A tiny comma no one saw 
was the evil doer. It meant no 
parameter was set, so the default 
comes in place. No error message was 


generated for the default. The Implicit 
Default is like a silent running. Silent 
Running? In fact, a movie where a guy 
did what I offer you: I HIDE YOU. He 
hid the plants. Watch it. It is from 
1972. A great movie. It has a bang, a 
silent running with a bang. The plants 
will have a life, not sure if they will 
become forgotten, but the option stays 
hidden forever, as any good silent hide 
should ... 


2018 


What happened in Wordpress? 
Information seen in a WYSIWYG-way 
at your front end like it shall be: What 
you see is what you get, the promise. 
All looking fine there for you, but not 
on the screens of your page visitors. 
What you see is not what they get. 
Your screen runs on your settings, the 
promotion of your content to others 
runs on implicit defaults. They don’t 
see what you see. I can hide you, just 
by patching one server bit, a missing 
comma I said in 1978. But in 2018, I 
don’t even need to patch it; I can stay 
on user level. They see LOREM 
IPSUM and you work like a busy 
beaver on content they never will see. 
You assume they see you, but in fact 
you don’t point on you. So why not 
skip this step and point to the next 
you? Robin Wright was offered by 
Danny Huston in The Congress [2013] 
a last contract. "I’m offering you the 
last contract you ever had. We want to 


scan you, all of you ...,” he said. Let 
me take your business over and I HIDE 
YOU. 


Elaborate 


The domain pointing to the website 
was showing a different content than 
intended. I said it, but you may say, 
“Please elaborate,” as you can’t 
believe it. Let me give you a working 
analogy: you upload a picture of eating 
ice cream and you forward the link to 
your friends and they get a picture 
under this address showing you, let me 
be nice, showing you eating fish and 
not ice cream. They use the same 
browser as you. Now you gasp. I also 
did. That’s why I can hide you eating 
fish and let everyone see you eating ice 
cream, by using Wordpress, or vice 
versa. You believe in a default; your 
editing system does. If you test each 
page, page by page, with a different 
computer, you may find out, but who 
does this for a bowl of ice cream or 
fish, for a blog post? After a while, you 
trust the system and you _ post 
something different that gives some 
annoying outcome. You might be seen 
in your posting holding rez Magazine 
in hand, the magazine where you take 
all your insights from and claim them 
later as your own ... and you just said 
to your friends you don’t know rez! 
You get uncovered as a poser. What a 
sh*t-storm may raise on you! 


Hiding You 


So hiding you. I can do. I differ 
between an inner and an outer default. 
Filling a page with test content means 
to fill it the LOREM IPSUM way. 
Lorem Ipsum is old, the reference goes 
back to Cicero also it references to 
Gutenberg, the inventor of the printing 
machine. Over 500 years ago 
Gutenberg invented movable metal 
types, leading to a revolution in written 
communication. 


The plate in the picture by Willi 
Heidelbach says - "The quick brown 
fox jumps over the lazy dog and feels 
as if he were in the seventh heaven of 
typography together with Hermann 
Zapf, the most famous artist of the.” 
This sentence has all letters of the 
alphabet. The photo got some awards. 
It is a featured picture on Wikimedia 
Commons and is considered one of the 
finest images. 


You could set the plate’s text in a 
similar function as the true Lorem 
Ipsum, a placeholder for text, which 
goes since the year 1500 this way: 
"Lorem ipsum dolor sit amet, 
consectetur adipiscing elit, sed do 
eiusmod tempor incididunt ut labore et 
dolore magna aliqua. Ut enim ad 
minim veniam, quis nostrud 
exercitation ullamco laboris nisi ut 
aliquip ex ea commodo consequat. 
Duis aute irure dolor in reprehenderit 


in voluptate velit esse cillum dolore eu 
fugiat nulla pariatur. Excepteur sint 
occaecat cupidatat non proident, sunt 
in culpa qui officia deserunt mollit 
anim id est laborum." 


Lorem Ipsum comes from “de Finibus 
Bonorum et Malorum" (The Extremes 
of Good and Evil) by Cicero, written in 
45 BC. This book is a treatise on the 
theory of ethics and it got very popular 
during the Renaissance. 


With Lorem Ipsum, you shall not be 
distracted by content when it comes to 
layout; that is the reason for it. You 
may say it is a dummy text, a filler for 
space defined for text. Cicero made his 
way to modem times. You find a 
Lorem Ipsum generator in most 
professional text editors. 


Gutenberg Reborn 


Now Gutenberg gets reborn. The new 
Wordpress to come will be Gutenberg. 
And it is disruptive. Same as 
Gutenberg was disruptive in his time. 
The layout of a Wordpress page moves 
in to the hand of the users, it is leaving 
a static view. To layout a site gets a 
different meaning. The content maker 
creates a “Block,” which is the name 
of the new concept, and the user 
decides where to place, where to move, 
where to consume The Block. The 
Block carries all the code; this way you 
can read it at any place on any device. 


Infinite screen comes back in my mind, 
a way to present content I created 12 
years ago, but this was hard coded, 
Wordpress Gutenberg is dynamic 
coded, made for the next 12 years. So 
says Matt Mullenweg, one of the 
founders of Wordpress. Is this all there 
is to tell? 12 years is a very long time 
span in computing. It might get boring 
to speak about Gutenberg and The 
Block. You find it all in tech reports, in 
videos, 1n wordcamp. But what about 


TO HIDE in The Block? 
Gutenberg VR 
Now I need a little of your 


imagination. It’s not really a big deal. I 
bring you to the year 2018. It is 
October. It is supportive when you 
have seen Minority Report. There Tom 
Cruise moves screen, wipes over data, 
sorts and arranges menus, pictures, 
places text and videos on distributed 
screens which are rezing on demand in 
the air as he likes. He uses The Block 
technology, which is just about to be 
invented. Minority Report is from 
2002. Now in a Minority Report 2, he 
would use The Glass. That is the 
reason Wordpress needs to undergo a 
disruption. 


There are well known examples where 
market leaders did not see that each 
technology needs after some years a 
totally new way to stay in business. 
Blockbuster could buy Netflix in 2000 


ART BLUE THE 
IPSUM.BLUE 


CONFINED TALK 


CONFINED 


WORDCAMP 


2017.us.wordcamp.com 


for just 50 Million USD, for them at 
this time pocket money - - they 
operated over 9,000 stores. Now they 
run in a total of nine, most of them in 
Alaska. You can hide there, but not for 
long; after the winter they close. The 
last one will become museal, in Bend, 
Oregon. Might be worth combining it 
with a trip to Pilot Butte, an extinct 
volcano. I have a more promising 
offer. I hide you in the virtual world of 
Gutenberg. There is a glitch. I will find 
out. Only an AI can find out after a 
disruption. I found a glitch in 1978. It 
was Stone Age, hard work. I found out 
in 2018, by chance. It was a silly thing. 


INFINITE 


LW 


CONTENT AT 
ANY SCREEN 


In the future, it will be on you. May the 
force be with you and HIDE YOU in 
an Infinite Screen and you post the 
default LOREM IPSUM BLUE. 


This was my last article in rez 
Magazine. Thank you, Jami. I post the 
default. LOREM IPSUM. I HIDE 
YOU. 


-[— e@—Z.- 


Sir Blankness of] 

In a stern, stark Vv 

Be the verb, be the ¥ 

Be a swirl of absurd 

Or the voices you heard 
When you still had a choice 


And the doodle of ink in a slow, steady mock 
Suck the thoughts out of think 

Jamming nouns to the brink 

Running ruin over right 

And the dayless of night 

And melting my alphastruck clock 


The mindless of deadline continues it's song 
Paragraphs are a pipe dream 

Where certainties just seem 

To drown me in words and the swirl of absurds 
And the voices I heard chil 

Still it all comes out wrong 


In a windwall of r 


Blank 


Zzymony QGUyot 


Bed Blanket | 


RoseDrop Rust 


photo by MaruStock 


We are blankets on a bed, 
every time we move, 


parts of our lives will too. 


So when we are unconscious, 


not knowing what changed, 
—— we wake less.aware.of difference. —> ) 
— a 
= G@ups.and dishes scatter, 


vessels containing-loves, 
spill, soaking paper souls. 
It's said we.make.our-bed, 
and there we must-lie, 


but in less particular orders 


V/ 


It seems our beds make us, 


as we quieter try to lay; 


until when nothing shifts one day. 
Tnthis Spring and time,to wash, 
_we gather bedding together, 


torflap and dry, in breeze and sun. 
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